ch. in	THE FORT	35
—Leyden van Enkendael, you understand. They happen
to be sleeping on Thursday at Utrecht. They will arrive
Friday at 12.50. And why are they coming you ask? To
visit our fortifications?—no. To visit me?—och!" He
threw out his hands. "It is to visit Mr. Alison they come."
Ballater, who never blushed to say those things that
earned for him more leave than was given to any other
officer in the fort, said: "But they would scarcely be
coming, would they, sir, if anyone but yourself were com-
manding the fort?"
"You think so?" the Commandant replied thoughtfully.
"Well, I did know Leyden a little when I was a young
man. It is true that in our army all the officers are not of
the nobility. However	"He clapped his hands together.
44 So that is arranged? Our little luncheon party? There will
be one lady only—Mevrouw van Leyden herself. Your friend
is a sly dog, Mr. Ballater. Even now he does not tell us
how he came to know the van Ley dens. And I hear—un-
officially, of course—that he refused an invitation to Enken-
daal.1 The Minister inquired whether I had refused him
leave and if so	"
"The explanation's simple enough, sin I don't really
know the van Leydens at all. But the Baroness's first hus-
band was an Englishman."
"I remember. A relative of the Marquess of Harbury?"
"He was a writer," Lewis continued. "My father pub-
lished his books. Our home happens to be on the outskirts
of Harbury Park. That's all. I knew the Baroness as Mrs.
Quillan."
"And her beautiful English daughter no doubt?"
"She was a child."
"But even now, Mr. Ballater, you notice your friend
does not tell us why he refused an invitation to Enkendaal."
"I was settled here, sir."
The Commandant smiled knowingly. "Shy? But they
are very simple people," he said, adding with a glint of
malice: "Indeed, Mevrouw van Leyden has no reason to
1 Enkendaal. The modern, official spelling is used in the place*
name, but the old Dutch, Enkendael, is retained in the family's title.

